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ON THE ICE. 
“Not satisfied with losing his best friends, Poor Papa is now making frantic efforts to cut off in the prime of their life certain Members of his 
own Family. Mamma was the first victim of his foolhardiness. Constantly singing his own praises as a skater, in an unhappy moment Mamma consented 


to accompany him on the ice. The usual disastrous consequences, of course, ensued, and Poor Ma was dreadfully bumped, as well as nearly drowned. 
Papa, I am glad to say, did not come off altogether scatheless. His nose was dreadfully damaged, and now has to be poulliced hourly.”’—Tootsir. 


MORE POLICE INTELLIGENCE. IN MEN’S CLOTHES. 


—— 


THOMAS OGILVIF, Esq., was'a gentleman of moderate 
means, “and of a mild and amiable disposition.” He resided 
on his estate at East) Milne, in the county of Forfar, Scot- 
land, in 1765, and had very recently married the daughter 
of Sir Thomas Nairn, of Dunsina, “a young lady of great 
beanty.” 

The new married couple received the congratulations of 
thé county people, and all might have gone well had it 
not been for Mr. Ogilvie’s vounger brother Patrick, who 
came from a distant part of the country to be present at 
the house-warming., The newly-wed wife fell in love with 
her brother-in-law. 

Patrick prolonged his visit, and time rolled on. Every 
body saw how atfairs stood—everybedy but one, that 1s to 
sav. the husband. At length Patrick took his departure, 
his brother having paid over to hit a large sum of money 
bequeathed him by their father, With this in his possess 
sion, he set off for town, resolved to have a good time of it. 
He, however, corresponded with his sister-in-law, their 
letters being left at a certain place, and sometimes they 
contrived to meet one another. 

This wenton f while and then the wife, we are told, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| determined on taking her husband's life, rthis purpose 

a rf a Ye ick aie oT . ‘eter 4 weg 
\ OVTSIDE.—Q19. Great Scott !—a crime! This means murder and promotion! INSIDF.—Ronnder is spending the evening with Bibbles, Resenting the she wrote to Patrick to send her some deleterious drug, and 
Viiv. the weapon is a-drippin’ with gore afore my wery eyes! I must sce to it insinnation that he is drunk, he wagers half a crown that he will mark the five he forwarded a packet of white arsenic, calling it powdered 
before the culprit escapes, of clubs upon the wall with his stick, dipped in the ink-pot. salts. How this became known by a third party, a Mrs, 


~~ 


EEE 


Clarke, a relative of Mrs. Ogilvie, is not explained ; but no sooner 
did she hear of the arrival of the packet, than she cautioned Mr. 
Osilvie not to drink anything given him by his wife unless she 
first partook of it. This precaution, however, proved fruitless, for, 
the unhappy man being Gl) oue morning, the traitress pata quantity 
ofarsenic mite a basin of tea, which the maidservant carried him, 
and the base women waited at his bedside while he drank it, The 
most excruciating agonies followed, aud at nine at night Mr. 
Ociivie expired, 

Patrick arriving on the seene, gave directions respecting the 
fuweral; but, in the meanwhile, Mrs, Clarke wrote to another 
brother of the decensed, who was a student in Edinburgh, inti- 
ting her suspicions that Mr, Ovilvie had been poisoned, This 
onee, With the Under Sheriffs of the county 


the opening of the body was opposed by the surgeons, lest some 
hoisome etilavina should arise.” 

In the absence of this important evidence, the presumed 
murderers were taken into custody and committed for trial, The 
principal witness, Mrs. Clarke, had concealed herself from the 
time of the murder until the dav before that fixed for the trial, 
When she surrendercd herself. She and two women servants of 
the deceased were locked up in Edinburgh Castle for safety, but 
the counsel for the prisoners protested against their being con- 
fined in the same room lest Mrs, Clarke might prompt them to 
commit: perjury, They however were so lodged in spite of the 
protest, In the end, although several objections were raised as to 
the validity. of the trial, both prisoners were sentenced to death ; 
the execution of the woman being deferred, as Bhe was on the eve 
of becoming a mother. 

The day before his death, Patrick solemnly declared his inno- 
cence, At the place of execution he addressed the crowd, again 
asserting that he was not guilty, When turned off, the roy 
slipping, he fell tothe ground, but being quickly tied up again, le 
eried voud—* Edie an innocent man.” Atter death his body was 
delivered to the surgeons, 

A month after the child) was born, Catherine, the wife, was 
ordered for execution, but a short time before the event was to 
take place she escaped from the prison at night in the uniform of 
an officer, and an old footman of her father’s waiting for her with 
ih post-chaise, they set off, and she got a good start, not) being 
Missed till next day, when she was safe in London, From there, 
with the aid of another lover, whose acquaintance she made, she 
pot away to Gravesend, and he, hiring a tilt-boat for eight guinens, 
and a yuinen a day for the seamen, they reached Calais, after 
which no more Was ever heard of her. 

. * * 
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OME Noos. 

Dillium iss a lire anthe judzvmen av fall onn im. 

e sai the spise ail make imm badd an must spen the othier 
tuppense in magneeshi, 

e return smelin off ginn an permint, he now is gronin orfle, 
se wot cum otf lise, 

(Mert week,“ A Murdered Madman.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


bm 
— it al ee Nata wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrclope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. 


Do not inclose louse stamps, 


Spectacles received, R. RENSUAW, What a very rummy pair! 
Prithee tell us how to use them, Thanks for letter, WiLeRiD 
CLAIR, — Surry, MADGR, we cannot tell yous Try The Morning 
Post or Times, Wouldnt work at all, Miss iTARPER; They would 
never pay the fines, Thanks for hind inguirivs, Doctor; Both 
the babes are very well, SLOVER, MICK, was tempted sorely, But 
tt cant be said he fell. Very sorry space compels us To decline 
your story, TOWERS; Try same other journal with it—It is far 
too long for ours. Probably destroyed, IMPORTER, If you didnt 
send a stamp, ALLY pitics you, VOLICEMAN, Ju the wretched cold 
and damp, All complete, AN OLD SUBSCRIBER: You can get 
the others, too, Quite a matter of indifference, HARLEY, what 
they like to do. What a splendia find, Poraton! Its the best 
we think we've secn, Meant “ sarkastic,’ doubtless, ROBERT ; But 
it isnt very keen, 
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The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Payer in the Worl, 
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excepted, post free: 
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AGENCY, 22 Rue pe LA BANQUE. 


PARIS 


£150 


Will he paid to the next-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Mailway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Ttatlway Accident, in any part of 
the United Ningdom, provive‘n a copy of the current issue of 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALE-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deecased at 
the time of the Acciient, © \ULY SLoper’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thuraday morn- 
tng at 8 welock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
erprring at 8 welock the toliowing Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ees 
Timmuns, What is your opinion regarding the Income Tax? 
Meaker (raising his voice). Vhe most da—hush ! here comes 
the wife, She dvesu’t like bad language; but you ask me again 
presently, v8 
. 


AT the Puritan towns in New England, U.S. they're so proper 
when they play at kiss-in-the-ring, that all the girls are clad in 
Hexible steel costumes, and have their lips rubbed with cocaine, 
andall the gentlemen are compelled to wear boxing-gloves and 
false moustaches, if they aint more than an inch long. 


= 
* 


THERE was a young man of Kentucky, 
Who once called a damsel a duckey 5" 
The papa, passing by. only buned up ene eye, 
And tolks say they think he was lucky. 
> 
s 


First Writer, T wonder where Penever has gone? 
Was going fora walk to cet ideas for his new play, 
Scond Wreter, Ot he's gone to the British Museum Reading- 
room, then, se 
* 


He said he 


THE Old Man has been on the beano again as per usual. A lack 
of firing in winter-time is a common form of distress in Sloper 
Hall; and lo,the other morning as ever was, the Eminent was seen 
sitting astride the armof the !iump-post holding a milk-can over 
the gastlime, © LT must get my s.aving-water b'iled somehow or 
the vther.”  Jtard, hard times! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HAL 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 456.—The “ Panto Villain Costume. 


SLOPER’S new skating costume. War- 


ranted to resist bumps, 


ZL 4 ys 
OOOO OL A AL, A 


“7 by Bus 


“ANY EXCUSE 


Murphy ? 


“Come on, Moike. let’s‘ave a foight 
for fun,” 


“Right ye are, Pat.” 


weet Alto 


1S BETTER,” cte. 
Maud. Goodness gracious! haven't you an overcoat on this bitter day, Mr. 


Murphy, No; I take a peppermint every five minutes instead. 


Frantic effort on the part of Buggins to 
eat his breakfast and catch his train at the 
same time, 


| 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Cormoranteater, 


BSL 


F-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, January 21, 1893. 


Robbins. You know Scratcherly, the celebrated novelist?) I was 
told by a relation of his that he always used to eat a hearty supper 
and then go to bed and dream the plots of his stories ; but he has 
been obliged to take narcotics lately to get to sleep, so he doesn't 
dream at all now. 

Bobbins, That accounts for the remarkable absence of plot in 
all his recent novels. ° 

SHE was a simple village maiden, and came up to town to see 
the Tower o’ London, And she walked into the Armour Gallery, 
where stand the mail-clad Johnnies in their ancient: panoply. 
Then, lo! she murmured softly tothe friend of her bosom :* Blow 
me if I'd liked to have gone a-sweethearting with one o them! 
Fancy a-sitting or one o' their laps! Whatachill it must have 
drove into yer!) And them steel breast-plates, too, what bloomin’ 
torture!” a 


THERE was a young lad of Torbay 
Who went out one evening to piay : 
Shot, powder and gun 
Furnished oceans of faun— 
And the inquest was held the next day. 
s¢* 
s 

Giddy Girlet. Isn't he a little dear! 

Dog Fancier. Dear, miss !—dear! Wty you wouldn't get a dorg 
like that there pup nowhere else, no, not for twice the mon— 
On, | see! ves. Beg pardon, tales, quits mistook you, I’m sure, 
Yes, miss, regular champion ’e is, and no error, 

ss 
s 

“CAN you sing ‘In the Gloaming’?” she asked, sentimentally, 
And the brutal materialistic Johnnie responded that he might 
perhaps manager it if it were a song he knew: but for anything 
new, he'd rather have a light upon the subject. 

ss 


Mrs. Snarly. I haven't seen you since vou were married, dear; 
hut Mrs, dual was telling me that Mr. Nagly has turued out so 
quarre;some, ‘ 

Mrs, Nagly. Oh,yes, dear ; we are always quarrelling. 

Mrs, Snarly, Poor thing! Isn't it dreadful? 2 

Mrs, Nagly. Oh, no; J like it. 1 always get the best of it, you 
know, and it’s great fun sometimes: ever so much better than a 
¢monotonous spoony life. ied 


Ally Sloper, Alexandry, 1 am given to understand that you go 
to the Working Men’s Club to play cards, Now, if you must 
-camble, I would rather you would do it at home, 

Alevandry (winking the other eye), | daresay you would; but 
Lain't so green as all that, guv'nor. Why, you'd clear me out in 
about ten minutes, while if | play with Higgins or any of the boys 
I do get a run for my money. “" 

“Yes,” concluded Skinflint, draining his glass and looking 
round proudly, “I may have my faults, like most men, but no one 
can ever say that J illtreated a friend.” * Or treated him either, 
eh, old man?” put in Carker, And once again it took half an,iour 


and glasses round to restore the “ harmony.” 
led 


s 
Mr, Propper. What an awful exposure of the Plungers’ Club in 
the newspapers the other day? : 
Mr, Arttfull, Exposure! Jolly good advertisement, I should 
call it, and cheap at the price. 8 


Mother-in-law. Ah, poor, dear Caroline! You won't find another 
like her, search the world through, 

Recently-berearrd Widower (half hopfully). Vf 1 could believe 
that, 1 shouldn't mind trying again, Lut no, no, iv’s too risky, 


s 
WHEN chorus-girls their ringlets dye 
From black to brown or fair, 
Can it be said they're going to try 


A little “change of ‘air’? 
ss 


* 

Long-Suffering Diner, Look here, waiter, am 1 to have that 
salad to-day or not? 

Waiter. Just a-coming now, sir. 

Long-Suffering Diner, At 1 thought as much. I knew you 
were trying to grow it. “ 

The Greenroom, Fricolity Theatre. 

Tottie (throwing the “ WALF-HOLIDAY” down with a sigh of 
disappointment), Nnother week and they haven't pubsished my 
verses, On, [do so want to see myself in print! 

Flottic, Well, there s no accounting for taste, as the old woman 
sid when she kissed her cow, but Id rather see myself in veivet 
aud sealskin, * 

“AH, my boy,” said the millionaire vulgarian, rolling the con- 
tents of his glass round his mouth with the air of a connoisseur, 
“vou don't often taste stuff like this—eh?” “No.” said young 
Spooner, dreamily ; “it’s not many constitutions that could stand 
it.” [And the family have never been “at home” to hin since. 

-_s 


. 
Old Rofin, AW! this is something like mutton, isn't it? 
Guest (suspiciously). Yea, | thought it was mutton, What is it 
—goat? iad 


In the Club Sinoking-room, 

Scribbler (confidentially to big critic, tawhom he has just been 
introduced), There is one thing, Mr, Cuttitup, | should like to 
know, and that is why you abused that drama of mine, which was 
produced at the matince, so dreadfully ? 

Cuttitup. Well, to tell you the truth, dear boy, I—cr—er—I went 
to see it. a8 << 
* 

“ETHEL,” he snid, leaning forward eagerly, “tell me, how—how 
did you like the verses | wrote you?" The fair girl fixed him 
with an ice-cold glance. “ Fairly well, George,” she suid, calmly ; 
but, you kuow, | never cared much for Byron,” 

7? 
s 

Temperance Lecturer. \t is the drink that keeps you poor, my 
friends, It isan undeniable fact that wherever you find the bottle, 
there vou will also find rags and - 

Rude Boy (in audience). Bones! 


* 
A FOOLISH young fellow named Page 
Got spoons ona girl on the stage, 
But it settled his hash 
To find that his mash 
Was just upon three times his age. 


= 
SLOPER. who has lately been occasionally sober, has heen a good 
deal onthe ice, His feelings, though, have been more than deeply 
wounded by the villain McGooseley, who has been asking why he 
don't let himself out for an ice-plough, “If you only hada pair 
of blokes to hold on to each ankle and let that nose of yours yo 
weli on the ice, I'm sure the heat on it would cut through a foot 
thick on the frozen Serpentine.” It is remarks like these which 
cause the already stood drinks to become as cool as the friend=hip 

broken. ° 


John, What's the matter, Sam? 

Sam, Oh, I'm all broken up, old man! 
life is a delusion, and WOMAN is a snare. 

John, Who is it? 

Sam. Miss Strougbrane, the Senior Wrangler. 
my wife, and— 

John. Ali! that's where you made the mistake. 
husband, aud she'll probably accept, 


The world is holiow, 


Tasked her to be 


Offer to be her 


Saturday, January 21, 1898.) 
TOOTSIE WITH THE “NAUGHTY FORTY.” 


THB Grand has earneda name for its pantomimes, and its author, 
Geottrey Thorn, is, to my way of thinking, the prince of panto- 
mime writers, He 
gives usa smartly- 
written “book,” 
with plenty of 
“business” and 
not too much 
“talk,” and the 
company Charles 
“Wilmot and Hi, 
Freeman have 
selected are all as 
good as gzeod enn 
ve. Harry Randall 
as Ali is immense 
throughout the 
whole perform- 
ance, and his song, 
“He wore a wor- 
ried look,” and his 
medley topical 
word, beginning 
with a clever skit 
on the “missing 
word craze,” go 
tremendously. 
Minnie Palmer, 
nilways a great 
favourite at the 
Grand, is as 
sprightly as ever in 
the character of 
Morgiana, the mer- 
ry maidservant, 
singing her song 
about the little pigs as ably, as sweetly as of yore. 

A very sweet singer and beautifully-formed principal boy is 
Alice Maydue, and she has a wonderful amount of dash and go 
about her. As Cogia Baba, Tom Costello, who has regained his 
voice, plays his part again in his best style, which is a good style, 
nz you probably know. Out of Mrs, Cassim, Harry Steele gets 
a lot of fun, As the Captain of the Thieves (Abdallah) Minnie 
Mario looka, sings and acts admirably, The Brothers Harlow’'s 
donkey business is screamingly comic. Charles Willis and George 
Dare as two low-com. thieves. A happy thought to introduce a 
little of the comic element among the Forty, who are usually more 
fair than funny, and are of the adorable sex, prone rather to search 
for faces in the stalls than follow the action of the scene,and who, 
as non-dancing men, are described as walltiowers—may be, perhaps, 
called proscenium proppers. 

Maitland Marler L ought not to forget, who, as 2 Hebrew and 
Salvationist, does what he has to do 
well, and the same may be said of 
the agile J. M. Jones and Wade. 


Morgiana: MINNIE PALMER, 


Ben Assan: The Cuckoo, 


SAXER HanLow. 


The scenery on the whole is remarkabiy good. Richard Douglas's 
“Torest of the Forty,” with its bridges, rocks, waterfalls and 
varied foliage, is very fine indeed. Another very effective piece of 
painting is thre * Island of Games,” in which, by the way, is a pro- 
ion of games and pastimes, scarcely, I should say, voluntarily 
gested by Sir Augustus Harris, and a serpentine dance, which 
possibly was not at all copied from the Drury Lane stage. 

However, who shall be altogether original, and, if so. for how 
long?) Stage notions take a long while shaping themselves, and it 
is not very often the “ originator’s ” pockets bulge with the pro- 
duce of his invention, Will not somebody some day turn on 2 
new pantomime tap and let us have something a little less like 
what we always get?) The dark opening scene, thank goodness, 
shows signs of speedy dissolution—that is tosay, about twenty-five 
years hence it may be generally scarcer, When will the pasteboard 
mugs quite finally disappear, and the unhappy, hoarse - voiced 
prisoners within become audible?) When will the good old- 
rhymed lines no one listens to cease to keep the stage waiting the 
first might instend of be- 
ing ent out at rehearsal ! 

When will the good old 
threadbare fairy tales be 
put to bed for a well- 
earned rest? Who but 
the hoary - headed critics 
ever read) them nowa- 
days?) The children of 
their youth may have 
done so, but the same- 
sized juveniies now read 
penny detective tales and 
the police cases in the 
newspipers. IT saw the 
other day that the pub- 
lication of juvenile litera- 
ture is falling off rapidly. 

And the hariequinade? 
When will it) be worth 
the while of a manager 
to pay someone with a 
ae and a half in’ his 
read to devise some 
novelty for it?) For my 
part, TI enter an indig- 
nant protest against the 
butcher's shop and the 
dummy at the tailor’s 
door, the sausages, the 
butter slide, the baby 
and the policeman, 
Where are the new 
tricks?) = What) has bes 
come of the good old 


Cone Baas 


1 K Ali Raba: 
uM CosTELLO, 


HARRY RANDALL, 


Are they lost and forgotten? 

cowl eracious? what's the matter with me?_ Tt must be 
‘nl cold weather, Twas delighted by the Grand pantomime. 
‘stay advice and go and gee it. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


A TOFFY-SHOP TRAGEDY. 
THE boy stood near the toffy-shop 

And scratched his little head ; 
“Ow shall | spend this blooming brown?” 
The gentle urchin said, 


“On stickjaw, bull’s-eyes, rmints, 
Or jumbles shall | blew repre ‘ 
Alas, poor child, how vain his hopes 
If only he but knew it. 


A bigger urchin passed and—well, 
lt was his little failing ; 
He sneaked the brown, and left the kid 
A-weeping and a-wailing. 
———.——— 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing obsercations and fJovt notes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XLII. 
THE “ORDER OF MERIT.” 


An! it is a deal of trouble to know the man who should be 
meritable, TI have tried to think out the matter myself, and have 
found it very difticult indeed. 

The “Order of Merit!" Who is thoroughly entitled to it? 1 
have tried to be worthy of distinction and exception in my time, 
| have been honourable, and [| have borrowed, and I have paid 
back again. What more can a man say as a gentleman? 

(t don’t think that he can say more as a gentleman, but asa 
thorough-going, double-barrelled humbug, | don’t think that any- 
hody on the swooping stakes can hit him very easily, Repudiation ! 
Why, | have known him reject a tramear penny when he thought 
he could scuttle for it underneath the seat.—McG.) 

The “ Order of Merit” was founded for those to whom merit was 
due—from the man who had done the most ina battle to the man 
who had got the most on a waistcoat at the leaving-shop. Such is 
the worrit and mixedness of the world, What is distinction | do 
not know. What is fame I do not know. What ought to be the 
man who gains my “Order of Merit"? He ought to be a man 
away from the rest. 

Merit is all very well in its way. Frederick the Great instituted 
the “Order of Merit;” so did SLOPER, | donot bounce about this 
all round the Dutch oven, still | think that there is something in 
it. Some men give orders for coals, if they are charitable, and 
some orders for the play. _It is all the same thing in the end, they 
say. Idonot think so. I have often thought that a man ought 
to have a good reputation for what he has done. He does not 
always get it. He sometimes loses it. If man had followed in 
my path he might do good. He might, perchance, have the honour 
of the world. But this he might do: he might have the respect of 
those who are in the know. 

(Why was SLoper made different to other men?) Why was 
Alexander the Great made different to other men?) They say that 
he had his nose made different, So it is with the way of all these 
people who do this. Merit is a great thing.—UNCLE B.) 

One does not know always where merit should be given, 

(If the Old ‘Un had his chance, the merit should be given to 
those who could take the greatest number of threepenn'orths, But 
the Old’Un is not always there, and in the morning he might think 
somewhat different ; at least, until he had had his second.—MCcG.). 

Merit is a very diflicult thing to gauge. I have given it to peers, 
first-rate and second-rate people, yet sometimes they are never 
satisfied, It isa way that the world has, 

(To be continued next week.) 


THE INCONSTANT’S ALMANAC. 
IN January's chilly days 
With Kate I'd hopes of mating ; 
Her beauty was beyond all praise, 
And ditto was her skating. 


In February Margaret 
Exacted love's advances ; 

She waltzed sublimely, and I met 
Her frequently at dances. 


Pair Lily's charms in March T find 
In glowing terms [ painted 

(Her hat I rescued from the wind, 
Thus we became acquainted); 


But when another month came round 
I fell in love with Dolly— 

Asad mistake; ‘twas but | found 
A first of April folly. 


In May F worshipped dainty Maud, 
The belle of London's season ; 
She jilted me to wed a lord, 
And doubtless that’s the reason, 


That sent me down in mad despair 
To visit Unele Dennis, 

To lose my heart to Edith there 
Over frequent games at tennis, 


For Fan, with Henley and July, 
I felt my passion growing ; 
She sculled so splendidly, and I 

Admire a woman rowing. 


Came August, and with hundreds more 
To Cowes it found me trotting, 
Sweet Gwendoline to soon adore, 
She looked so natty yachting. 


The month of “sweet September " came, 
It partriglge shooting found me, 

And sporting Laura’s deadly aim 
In Cupid's fetters bound me. 


Till well within the winter's bounds, 
When Blanche’s riding charmed me; 
She rode so fearless'y to hounds, 
She more than half alarmed me, 


I'm still unwed, though strange to tell, 
And faney, though, you doubt me ; 
There must be something that is—well, 
That's changeable about me. 

SS 


SIR SPLASH-BORDE AND THE DRAGON. 

LAUGHTER and merrymaking rang through the fine old ances- 
tral—somebody else's ancestral —halls of Sir Splash-Borde de 
Bhuggins, hard by the borders of Hornsey Wood. ‘Twas the 
ring of the festive cheer; and—what though some _ carping 
evnics did aver that Sir Splash-Borde’s ancestor began life as the 
rioneer of one of the many vehicles of the London General Co.— 
1e was not to be beaten in his hospitalitv. There he stood, a 
grand old central figure in a group of merrymakers, and stirred the 
foaming punch decocted in the china footbath, Gaze upon his 
rubicund and rugged features as he sniffs at the glad aroma arising 
from the glorious mixture, and note his blunt, Saxon manner as he 
fills a benker and pusses it to his literary friend Paster, of All Sorts 
of Socicty, with: 

“"Ere ware, P., get this down ver neck ; yer don’t orften taste the 
likes of it.” 

“Excellent, excellent,” says Paster; and then, gazing at the 
Bhugginian monogram on the silver spoon—* By the way, Splashy, 
how comes a dragen in your arms?" 

“How does it come there?" repeats the host; “why, father once 
killed one, my boy.” 

“Oh, indeed : drore orer it with his omnibus, 1 spose?” 

And now Paster’s name is etficed from the visiting-list, 


aa 
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A BAFFLED VENGEANCE. 


—_——-— 


“THINK not, proud beauty,” hissed Cromwell Jones, “that Twill 
The unconquerable spirit of my 


tamely endure such treatment ! 
immortal name- 
sake glows hot 
within, and every 
fibre of my out- 
raged heart crics 
vut, * Revenge !"' 

“Well, Lom 
sure!” suid 
Gwendoline 
Shortweig ht, 
calmly, “What 
on earth you 
have to complain 
of, Mr, Jones, 
passes my com- 
rehension. When 
navelencouraged 
you to hope, or 
treated you other- 
wise than as a 
simple acquaint- 
ance! 

“Ah! = Taunt 
me !—taunt me!” 
he — interrupted, 
wildly, * Flaunt 
in my face the 
luxuries that sur- 
round you, and 
thea add that ay 
salary is twenty - 
five ‘shillings a 
week, and your 
fortune three 
thousand pounds, But who led me on? Whosmiled and thought my 
poetry superior to Tennyson's?) Who accepted my bouquets and 
gloves, purchased at the expense of a gnawing appetite? Who fed 
the consuming flame which even now grips at my vitals?) Who, 


“My heart cries * Revenge !'" 


but yourself, vile, perjured syren! Bat | know the reason, Since 
that cursed pill-mixer has appeared——” 
“Enough, Mr. Jones!” cried Gwendoline, hanghtily. “Tf you 


refer to Mr. Frederick Pottash, though at present he may be a 
chemist’s assistant, let me inform you that shortly he will be in 
business for himself. But it is useless to prolong this scene, 
Henceforth we are strangers; and in requesting you to at onee 
leave, | may mention that pa is upstairs, and is, to the best of ny 
knowledge, wearing his thickest boots.” 

Burning with hate, resentment and despair, Cromwell clutched 
his hat, and, rushed madly off. In the solitude of his Walworth 
Road lodgings, he buried his forehead in his feverish hands, 
while wild schemes of vengeance cha-ed each other through his 
throbbing brain, 

“LT have it!" at 
length brokefrom 
his lips, the smile 
of a lost. fiend 
suffusing his 
working features, 

“She is roman: 
tic, vain and 
frivolous, and, of 
lured by a golden 
hook, will) throw 
the Pottash aside 
like a soiled 
glove, Then— ha, 
hat—then wili I 
unmask myself, 
and ospurn the 
discomtited bean- 
ty with a noble 
scorn, A. thirty 
shilling uverness 
cape, 2 seven 
and-sixpenny tile, 
a false mous- 
tache, disguised 
handwriting, and 
an eyeglass will 
do the trick, A 
month's salary 
must be mort- 
gaged ; but, nevertheless, it will be cheap revenge.” 

A few hours later the postman delivered at Tapioca Villa the 
following letter, written upon extra thick creamelaid supertine 

“A voung Baronet, of high descent and lofty fortune, has long 
worshipped from afar the peerless Gwendoline Shortweight. Their 
different spheres render an introduction or meeting in the ordi- 
nary course of events impossible; but if the beauteous Gwendo- 
line will be at the clump of trees near the path facing the County 
Council fountain at the north side of Herne Hill Park on Thurs- 
day evening next, at eight o'clock, the love-stricken Baronet will 
lay his hand, title and estates at her feet.” 

» * * * * * 

As the clock chimed eight on the appointed evening, a luxuri- 
ously + moustached gentleman, in an Pnverness cape, hurried 
towards the clump of trees indicated in the letter, and, to bis 
delight, beheid, standing in an attitude of expectation, a tall 
female form, clad in a lengthy but, despite the darkness, well- 
known ulster. 

“ Darling! he 
eried, ina high 
fulsetto—" lovely 
Gwendoline, 


“DT haye it!” 


vou have then 
listened to my 
prayer! One 


chaste salute, and 
then an explina- 
tion.” And, ad- 
vancing with out- 
stretched arms to 
cull theex pectant 
bliss, a muscular 
arm, at the ex- 
tremity of which 
was an equally 
ninscular fist, 
shot forth from 
the ulster, and 
catching him 
fairly between 
the eves, felled 
him like a log. 

ett da, A: 
Jones! langhed 
Gwendoline her: 
self, issuing from 
behind atree and 
bending over the 
prostrate form, 
“TT felt sure it was 
his handwriting, 
Fred, on account of the very peentiar wav he erassed his ‘t’s."" 

“And thoneh. added Mr. Pottash, throwing off the plimed 
toque and ulster. the negiceted to dot his tis,” 1 trust 1 have 
repoired that Otesion.” 


Veiled hin like a log, 
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“LADY GINGERBEER’S FAN.” 
(Dedicated te Oscar Wilde.) 


of my leg!" “Oh, peed gracivus! Fido, dear, dunt eat it, 


“Look here, ma‘am, vour beast of a dog has bitten a piece ont 
or vou will be poison 


Bamma (to Ethel, who has been out todinner). I hope you were 
not helped twice to pudding. 
Ethel, No, nana, the second time T helped myself, 


(Saturday, January 21, 1893, 


“Pdon't think [ shall ever 
marry again,dear, Ihave four 
husbands living and two dead, 


which are suflicient fer any 
ordinary woman.” — Extract 
Srom Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


9% Miss Slover will he delichted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been tuserted, 


TOOTSIE'’S FRIENDS. 


‘ 


“EN 
in the bk) WATTEAU PRASANTS and PEASANTESSES occupy the staye. Enter 

; Rdisguised as a peasant, A.S. So far I'm safe; unrecognised am 1, And 
have escaped Sir Gussy's eagle eve.  (Confidentially to audience.) To interview, 
Jerhaps [here should mention, Fair Marie Loftus is my fixed intention, But keep it 
dark, (Looks around.) IT wonder where she is? The make-up alters su a lady's 
phiz, (1) Can this be she? (7o PRASANTESS.) Ahem! Your name, sweetheart 7 
PERASANTESS. Don't talk to me! mine's not a speaking part. A.S. But  still— 
(She stops her ears.) A. 3. louder). But stiLni—— PEAS. You'll have me fined. 
A.3. Nay, miss; I'd bat observe. But still, PM still a kiss, (/s foiled by sudden 
eutry of Sports Procession. LADY CRICKETER, Just stir your stuinps, Stand back 
while we play cricket. (Reeoynising him.) ——(2) And ALLY SLOFER, girls, shall 
be the wicket! AS. A clean bowl ont. To long stop would about spoilall, What, 
ho! some more disguise without! (//urries eff as enter Miss MAiiE LOFTUS as 


— 


. 


No, 270,—M183 MAtp Henson, 


“Gaze on the beauty which has turned my reaeon !" 
—The Dook Snook. 


Fain would Tdie toeven gain a smile.” —Lord Bob, 


“Oh, that kind Fate would show me Low to win her!" 
—The Hon, Billy. 


od 


Q) “‘Ave onm frae the Amalgimated Society of Loathsome. Tarky Port 


(2) “Kim on, ye wollopin walrus! ‘am in me glory noo,” 
Giasgow Loafers, tae tak ye in haud aud gie ye a lickio’.” 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Miss MARIE LOFTUS. 


ANOTHER SABBATH INTERFERENCE. 


LITTLE Bo-PrEP, tith her sheep, on whose wool may be noticed the effect of the London 
Fog. Bo-P, My sheep are real, you will observe; yes, rather, Not from tne 
Lowther—stay, I mean the lather. (Tu sheep.) Tum, then, und have a nice cold 
bath. (They built.) I say, just look at that, now! Why, they've run away! All 
lost, alas! (3) (Enter Miss EMMA D'AUBAN as DEMON.) DEMON, No; not 
all, Bo-Peep, dear. One faithful one returns, Behold him here! (£nfer A. SLOPER 
partly disyuised as a sheep.) A. 3S. (10 audience). ln pantomime, one always under- 
stands, It is the Demon's aim to thwart one’s plans, And that is why, I's pose, I thus 
am treated, And made to enter ere I've half completed My last disgu It's dooced 
awkward, this is! (4) Bo-P, (about to caress him), Pooty bar-la turn to its 
ikkle missis !——(5) (Enter, hurried/y, Miss MAvDGHK LUCAS as LBO-VEEP’S sweet. 
heart, PRINCE POPPETTY.) PRINCE. Lo-Veep, It is the wolf in clothing of a sheep! 
His scheming, you may, Marie, loftus scorn, Behold, the fleecer of his tleece is shorn! 
(Vlucks off disguise from A, SLUPER, tho escapes in the general confuci. 


Zac 
Leia) 
Ai \ 


(3) And MeParritch said, “Gang awa’ tae the Kirk, Elder, and a‘ll pit this 
~ yelpiu’ fuugus oot o' the way, else he'll poison the very Lluevottles,” 
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- —————— SCS‘ CS ‘ 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Am I alive still? Oh, dear me, yes! Fog and frost have had no lasting effect upon me yet, | work to do, at begging they Were stopped by police the other day:—M.P.'s old and M.P.'s 
although I have been frozen into an icicle on several occasions, But the Ancient One's Nose comes | young, Back to town, the usual throng :—All can join, cen the most humble, In this noble rough 
in very handy sometimes, The very sizht of it creates a thaw, compared to which other thaws | and tumble :—A splendid race tviet Smart and See; Smart proved Smartest, don't you Sce:—Not 
dwindle into insigniticance. Now to business :—Old Masters once more fav rites are, And pictures | tight? Oh, no! ‘twas but the smoke, But laughed they muchly at the joke :—Varliament once more, 
come from near and far :—A robbery in style quite grand, Was perpetrated in the Strand ;—No | and the usual larks may be expected, begorrah !——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A- S6porg-Ciganr 


A SIGN OF GENIUS. 


2 a 


-— 


OVER “NICE.” 
Flustered Passenger, 1 say, portal, shall I catch the next 
ain? 
Porter, Lord, ves, sir, Plenty o° time. There ain't none till 
termorrer mornin’, 


AN OUTSIDER. 

Temperance Apostle. My dear friends, only yesterday © man 
wage standing outside a gin palace. One of those horrid lamps 
fell!) The man was instantly hurled into eternity ! 

Ribald Logician, How if he'd bin inside, guv'nor, doin’ a pint ? 


b Mr bike ptt dudi idual with gorgecus display of watch-chain), 
4 cr Title snob! You ought to be ashamed of yourself, 5; : renits whic ks Lai : 
t lohest peaple like that If T thought ious yeaulne: Herr Fuzzikopf. There's a certain air about a man of genius which marks Lim out from the common She. Drinking spirits is a sien of weaknesa, 
' V s00u ‘ave it, berd. Afiss Innocentia. Air, did you say? or hair? He, 1 lovk upon it as an indication of strensth, 


a 


Cee 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_ 


TIE newspapers have devoted considerable space of late to the 
interesting discussion anent the selection of the most suitable 
model for the statue of 
Justice for the coming 
Chicago Exhibition, This 
journal or that has told us 
how Miss Ada Rehan, Miss 
Lillian Russell. and other 
Jadies possessed of hand 
some features and shapely 
figures, have been ap 
proached by the committer, 
With a view to ascertaining 
whether they were willin 
to pay the necessary number 
of thousand dollars for the 


honour —and the adver- 
tisement, But, why, why, 
we ask, has no paper 


chronicled the fact that 
‘Tootsie was not only the 
first choice of the com- 
mittee, but that that body 
was willing to forego all 
Uniary consideration if 
Haglind’s fairest daughter 
would accept the otter! 
And why, you ask, did she 
refuse? Gentle reader, 
that we cannot exactly tell 
you, but we have no objec. 
tion to saying that the 
individual whoattributes it 
partly to Tootsie’s natural modesty, aid partly to Lord) Bob's 
Jealousy, will not be very wide ot tie mark, 
*-_ ¢ 


SURIED, with all due solemnity, at the Blue Piz, on the 
afternoon of Friday, January 13th, the last of A. SLOPER’s good 
resolutions for the New Year, dequéescat in Pace, 

- * 


A GLANCE at the following pare will show that the subscriptions 
received inaid of “AtLy Sloper’s Christmas Appeal” now amount 
to £IGE Ws, TY 7 voodly sume truly, bat one which, when the 
vigantic cireutation of the “Hane UN" i cen into account, 
falls alot short of what itought to be, ome, everybody ! 
Don't pain the Old Man by showing that you are indifferent to his 
pet project. Tt ism’ to mmeh he asks: 


simply a trifle that you ean 
ford 5 and surely “twould be hard to find an object more de- 
serving of your kindly charity ! 

= 


Princess Marie, the eldest Uaughter of the Duke of Edin- 
Dorsh, and who was only dutely married to the Crown Urinee of 
Roumeania, is, we understand, 
only seventeen years of age, 
Now, to our i maarri: ut 
such ano ne is unwise. if not 
netually immodest, And yet 
Royalty are supposed to seta 
gould erample to their subjects! 
If this is the best that they ean 
do in the way of good ex. 
a a their future actions 
and deeds might well be let 
severely alone, : 


= 

THE F.O.M. “has this day 
been pleased to confer the 
“Sloper Award of Merit’ upon 
Mr. THoMAs J. BARRATT, be- 
cause he'sthe Champion Boom. 
ist. “Good mornin’, fevther,” 
gurgled forth the Blue-eved 
Alexandryv, as the two stood 
gazing at Bellmoor House on 
the top of Hampstead Heath. 
“Ave you used Pears’ soap? 
It occurs to me that) Thomas 
‘as been a bally long time over 
this heditice of ‘is. Can it) be 
possible that ‘e's a prolongin’ of 
its completion so that ’e ney get 
an extryv advert. out of it for his 
Hloomin’ soap?) Bat) piraps it 
ain'ta fair thing to make aloo. 
shuntoin your presence, knowin’ 
the strong objection you ‘nve to ” Bat before the word had 
escaped the lad’s cherry lips, he was floating about in the donkev- 
pond, and A. SLoper Was making straight for Jack Straw's Castle 
with the tixed intention of quatling a gin and peppermint, 

. 


-” . e. 
THERE is not the least truth in the rumour that A. SLopEn 
Was seen quite sober in Pivet Street one evening last week. 
-* 


* 
THE Dook Snook and Billy are making extensive preparations to 
goon a gilt-edged pong. They are observing the strictest economy 
at the present time, in the hope of amassing the hecessary ood, It 
will be a bender. er 
* 


THE Knob-Sneking Brigade have found yet another subject on 
whom to ¢ their amorous glances, Marie Lloyd is the indi- 
vidual chosen, and) Drury Lane stalls are filled nightly with 
“ Dades” of all descriptions, Even decrepit old age creeps forth 
once more, and loads Marie with lovely bouquets and languishing 
smiles.” The latter sie doubtless treats with indifference, but the 
former?) Paps sells them! Who knows! 

s* 

The Lost Paradise, the now ply from the pen of Mr. Henry 
de Mille, which the lessees of the Adel phi have so admirably placed 
Uponthestaye, 
ix, beyond all 
question, a 
success, and 
will, assuredly. 
rank among 
the triumphs 
of this home of 
melodrama, 
We have nei- 
ther space nor 
inclination to 
enter into the 
plot of what is 
really a power: 
ful, well-writ- 
tenand clever- 
ly constructed 
play. Suflice it 
when we say 
that it is both 


novel and of 
thrilling in- 
terest, and 


should on ne 
Account be 
missed by any true playgoer, Splendidly acted all round by a 
company which includes Charles Warner, W. 1. Abingdon, Sant 
Matthews, Chira decks and Dorothy Dorr, the Brothers Gatti 
are to be congratulated upon having secured so unauestionable a 
success, 


i tas 
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THE Tivoli Music-Hall is at present going great guns, and 
as far as this cosy little house is concerned, things never looked 
tore rosy. Even 
at 6.30 in the 
evening crowds 
bevin tu assemble 
outside its por 
tals, and at 7.30 
pn, the adver- 
tied time for 
opening, sufti- 
erent people 
i gathered to- 
cether to filla far 
larger house than 
the Tivoli. As 
regards the come 
puny engaged 
here, there can 
only be one 
opinion — viz., 
that it is marvel- 
lous, All the per- 
formers are stars 
in their profes. 
sion; and, what is 
Inore, stars of the 
first magnitude, 
Foremost among 
them wei have 
Albert: Chevalier 
—" My Dear Old 
Datch "—then comes Sam Redfern, telling us of “ Dolly ;" then 
we have James Pawn, Charles Godtrey, GW, Hiuuter, nace James, 
Duteh Daly, Bessie Bellwood, and and—well, are not these 
esouch for you? For a coutinuation of the list please refer to 
the T.voli programme, * 
s 
Iv has been suggested that Mrs, Sloper might give a mild form 
of Queen's Bounty in the case of triplets, A, SLOPER objects, 
Couferet tre being held daily between Mrs, 8. and Aunt Geeser, 
but the Old ‘Un is still firm. “ss 
* 


WE are enabled to authoritatively contradict the statement that 
the Right Honourable the Member for Shoe Lane intends to 
abandon his Bull for Free © Unsweetened " for Fleet Street, or that 
his popular measure, The Abolition of Ballet Girls’ Aunts, is to be 
subjected to any material alteration, Both Bills will be brought 
furward early in the Session, ¢ ¢ 

* 


WHAT with fog of sufficient density to suffocate even the 
strongest, wud frost severe enough to freeze the murrow in one’s 
bones, the lot of the 
unhappy Londoner 
is not an enviable 
one, Skaters have 
had a good innings, 
‘tis true: but weare 
not all skaters, and 
if we were, who 
could possibly 
enjoy the sport 
with fog as 
thick as Thames 
water filling up 
every square inch 
of the atmosphere ? 
At the moment of 
writing the air is 
comparatively 
clear; but this desir- 
able state of affairs 
will not, we fear, 
last long. The 
changeability of the 
English climate is 
proverbial, and at 
the time of writing 
we are having 
samples of the four 
seasons about every 
half-hour. The 
only time we do 
have settted 
weather is during 
n fog. Not only is it settled then, but seft7ing into the bargain. 
Those of us who survive it will have cause to remember the winter 
of 1892-93, oe 

s 


IN response to an invitation from the National Laundry Associa- 
tion, SLOPER weighed into Anderton's Hotel on the evening of 
Monday last. Although a capital entertainment, comprising 
singing, recitations, ete., was provided, he was, nevertheless, a 
little disappointed. Somehow or another the idea had got into 
his head that he was going to witness a washing competition, a 
mangling race, a scrubbing match, an ironing handicap, or somes 
thing of that sort, but it turned out that suca was not the case, 
Truly this is a deceptive world ! 

s* 
* 

ON necount of the cold, coal, we hear, is going up with leaps 
and bounds, whilst, to our own personal knowledge, whisky is 
soing down with almést equal rapidity. And yet, curiously 
enough, both commodities answer the same purpose—viz., to warm 
the body. se 

* 


IN answer to numerous correspondents who have written asking 
us to obtain them seats for the“ Iriv.,” we beg to state that the 
free list is entirely suspended, 
whilst the booking dates 
months ahead. Never before, 
even in the history of this 
famous house, has a panto- 
mime met with such success 
as that which is attending the 
one now holding the boards. 
Tootsie’s “Serpentine Dance” 
gets half a dozer encores 
nightly, whilst the gilded 
youths who fill the stalls ex- 
pets their contentment by the 
iberal distribution of choice 
bonquets, diamond bracelets, 
and other acceptable trifles. 
Who wouldn't be a “Friv.” 
girl? ee 


Mr. W. F. Suipter Goup- 
BERG has been gracing Monte 
Carlo with his presence, and 
he was most anxious that 
A. SLOPER should join him. 
After consulting with Mrs. S., 
it was decided the Eminent 
should remain at Mildew 
Court, The Shifter pure and 
simple is quite enough for 
most people; the Shifter 
and AS SLOPER mixed would 
mean chronie earthquakes 
for evervbody, 
have becu kept apart, 


It is well for Monte Cario the two littérateurs 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 28TH JaNvany, 1893, 
— 


22nd January, 1869.—Miss Nelly Moore, the favourite 
actress, died this day, aged twenty-four, 


23rd January, 1804.—Heury Pearce. “ The Game Chicken,” 
this day fought Joe Berks on Wimbledon Common, The contest 
lasted one hour and seventeen minutes, Berks was severely 
punished, but Pearce fought the last round as gaily as the first. 


24th January, 1651.—Under this date Evelyn writes: *1 
went (in Paris) to seea Dromedaric, a very monstrous beaste, much 
like the Camel, but large There was also dauncing on the rope; 
but, above all, surprising to those who were ignorant of the 
addresse, was the water-spouter, who, drinking only fountaine 
water, rendered out of his mouth in severall glasses all sorts of 
wine and sweet waters, etc.” 


25th January, 1835.—Under this date Raikes relates this 
dreadtul story: * A iabouring man and his wife and child lived in 
a deserted spot in France. ‘The woman was ill, and her husband 
went to fetch a doctor, During his absence she was surprised by 
the visit of amarried woman she was slightly acquainted with, who 
demanded her money or threatened her with instant death, The 
sick woman told her it was in the cellar, and on the other descend- 
ing to commit the robbery, had just strength enough to fling a 
sack of tlour against the door to prevent her escape, She then sent 
the child to bring back his father, but the thief’s husband) was 
waiting outside, and threw the little boy down a well, The shock 
Was so great that the sick woman became iusenusible, and when the 
father returned, it was to find both wife and child dead.” 


26th January, 1833.—The same authority says of the 
Due d'Esears, wie died of indigestion: “Lt remember once to have 
seen him with his old duchess and sundry other emigrants returned 
from the Restoration, and who would eat almost to suffocation, 
When the coffee was announced, hereand there one of the old pursy 
gourmands would sputter out to the lady,‘ Madame la Duchesse, 
veut elle bien me permettre de prendre un instant de sieste?" And 
then he would throw his napkin over his head and slumber for a 
few minutes, till nature was a little relieved.” 


27th January, 1859.—On this day dr. Carrington described 
to the Society of Antiquaries the Morris dancers he had seen in 
Gloucestershire. The great: part were without coats or waistcoats, 
and their shirts were trimmed with coloured ribbons. One had a 
bell fastened on his back, and wore a tight, yellow dress, and was 
enlled * Tom Fool.” 
a ee ee eee 

28th January, 1868.—James H. Tully, musical director a: 
Drury Lane Theatre, died this day, aged fifty-three. 


THANK GOODNESS! 
THERE'S peace at last in that domain, 
The house again is quiet, 
And order now will once more reign 
Where lately all was riot. 


Below the servants sigh content ; 
The family upstairs 

Rezard with awe the vast extent 
Of breakage and repairs, 


The boys created chaos fast 
When they came home at Yule. 
But now the holidays have passed 
And they're gone back to school, 


—— 


NOT IN IT. 

A TRAIN wae just about to start fora steeplechase meeting—a 
meeting that had been previously postponed by reason of the 
weather being altogether too frosty, and a nice lot of jolly, 
gentlemanly old gent!emen, somewhat flushed about the boko, or 
proboscis, were travelling by it. Presently a ticket collector came 
along, and one of the old gentlemen, looking out of the dvor, suid: 

“ Wotcheero!” 

“*Ow are you, sir?” snid the collector, 

“Oh, tiddey-fol-lol! Here—do you bet?” 

“Well—er—yes, sometimes, sir.’ 

“That's right. Here—tell you what I'll do—I'll have a bet with 
you. You're a ticket collector, ain't you?” 

“You've hit it, sir, fust time,” smiled the man in uniform, with 
visions of a bet won and drink unlimited crowding upon his brain, 

“Well, look here, I'll bet you five bob to that pair o' nippers 
that you've not got such a fine collection of tickets as I have!” 

“Till bet vou, sir,” assented the man of clippers; and forthwith 
he produced from his pocket some four or tive hundred little blue 
and vellow and pink and white oblong squares of cardboard, 

“Hat ha! ha!—ho! ho! hot” roared the merry old gentleman, 
as he shook with laughter, “why you're nowhere. Here—look 
here "—(and he reached forth and opened his handhag)—* here's 
overseven hundred from Attenborough’s alonc—let alone what ve 
yxot from Levy’s, Dobree’s, Whistler's, Bowman's ——”"” 

But his chuckling was drowned by the infuriated banging of 
doors, and, as the train steamed out of the station, it was allowed 
that the man had fairly lost his nippers ! 


oe 


A SUMMER IDYLL. 

[What? Ont of date? Otdear, no! not at all. All the summer idylls are 
knocked off when the snow ison the ground, just as the Christmas numbers — 
ALLY'S amongst them—are evolved when the ruses blouin.] 

As they wandered down the fragrant meadow and passed beneath 
a spreading walnut tree, Algernon Wagphatt paused, and. plunging 
his hands into the pockets of his blue flannel jacket, and throwing 
back his head to inhale the scented atmosphere, he exclaimed in 
rhapsody ; 

“Isn't this positively lovely?” 

“Great!” she assented ¢“ beats Rosherville!” 

“Truly,” he went on, as he planted his chin in one hand and 
contemplated the glorious vista of skyland, “1 could sit here and 
breathe the soft, cool, summer wind, fraught with the faint 
fragrance of the rose and the arum lily, until the Inst—the last: 

“The last train for Liverpool Street,” Euphemia suggested. 

“No, no! Till the last breath left this wretched body. List, 
Euphemia, to the pattering of the brook. One can almost hear 
its baby syllables as it rattles over the innocent little pebbles. 
One can almost hear ce 

“One's hair grow,” chimed in the worldly girl. 

“Nay—the feath’ring of the wings of yonder lark, as it heads its 
flight forthe South, How truly is it said "—and he planted his 
chin on the other hand, fora change—* that summer is the heaven 
of the year! See! see the happy birds darting from tree to tree 
and flooding the valley with exquisite bursts of song, Oh, 
Euphemia, wouldn’t you doce to be one of those birds?” 

“I'd sooner be a ‘serio, like Bessie Bellwood, pulling the string 
for a hundred a week,” replied Euphemia. 

“Oh, say not so,” he interposed, somewhat ruffled. “ Behold 
those golden-winged buttertlies, flitting languidly from flow’r to 
flow'r, their lives one smooth, sweet period of bliss—uninterrupted 
bliss—and the bees, in golden flotillas, coquetting with the Lreeze- 
swayed blossoms, But alas! ina few short months all these will 
vanish like a lover's dream, The tlow'rs will fade, the leaves will 
fall, the birds will migrate, and the emerald tapestry of the lea will 
become the couch of the snowflake, The lilies will depart. from 
the lake, and the sunset will glimmer on the barren limb and melt 
the snow in the empty nest. Then, and not till then a 

“Will we get our flannel underclothes out of pawn?” she put in, 
heartily sick of his romancing; and as Algernon could yet no 
farther with his remarks, he linked his arm in hers, and they 
wandered sadly away, 


Caturday, January 21. 1893.) 


———————e 


WHY, SKIRTINGLY! 


[A Short Skirt Association is in course of formation), 


Ou! girls of all degrees, 
‘Take notice, if you please, 
Of a question that is stirring all the 
nation ; 
Which gladdens every heart, 
For there's about to start 
Au Abbreviated Skirt Association, 


No Sloperian will suppose 
‘That our vote is with the “ Noes ;" 
The alliance has our hearty commen- 
dation. 
So let us gaily cheer 
The girls who, minus fear, 
Juin the Abbreviated Skirt Associa- 
tion, 


So girls of latter days 

Will be like cory phées, 

And, of course, come in for lots of ad- 
miiration ; 

But each vestry with grief bleats — 

“Girls will no more sweep the 

streets— 
Mang the Abbreviated Skirt Associa- 
tion.” 
ee es 
TOO SAD. 

“No,” said the Daily Dunned, 
wearily, “I never open my correspondence now. It upsets me for 
the day to find nothing but bills at breakfast, aud in the evening— 
well, P daren’t attempt it then, orl shouldu’t get as much as a 
wink of sleep all night.” 


——_>—__—_. 


A VAIN VICTORY. 

“No, Jubbinson,” I said, tirmly, “sooner, far sooner than see 
that fair girl a victim to your base passions, 1 would—well, no 
noitter: but remember, [ama desperate man,” 

© And rather,” responded Jubbinson, “rather than allow Miss 
Paireashe to sacrifice nerself ou the altar of your impecuniosity, L 
—hat there, you know what [am when ['m roused.” 

Thais was awkward. [had reckoned ou overawing Jubbinson, 
and here he was giving himself airs, “Look here,” 1 said, 
soothingly, “we can't both marry the girl, ean we?” 

* Dear me,” he sneered, “what a wonderful chap for ideas you 
are! I’ve never looked at it in that light before.” 

«Jubbinson,” [ said, now thoroughly roused, “it pains me to say 
if, but you Jerve me no alternative. We have been friends, Jub- 
binson—eompinions, in many a boyhood freak, and tozether, as 
mien, We love freed the hard realities of the world ; aud now—now, 
throwuch your fatal 
pission for the 
woman T love-—" 

“L love, you 
mean,” he ree 
toried, hotly, 

“The woman T 
love,” [T repeated, 
Sone of us must 
die by the others 
fhind, Now listen, 
Yonder drawer 
contains a pair of 
revolvers, We will 
ih take one, and 
the mantel 
*h chimes nine, 
fire, and the sure 
vivor shall ask 
Miss Maircashe’s 
hand at to-night’s 
ball.” 

Jubbinson nodded assent: he didn't seem a bit frightened, as he 
ouzht to have been; but | produced the case, and handed him one 
of the loaded weapons, He examined it carefully, and, glancing 
at the clock, retired to his corner, 

This was more than | had bargained for. “Stay, Jubbinson,” I 
suid, rather gently, “after all, bloodshed is an awful crime. 
Wouwdn't—woulda't it do just as well if—if we went best two out 
of three to have her?" 

almost faney [saw him smile, but he acquiesced, and I ealled 
to his coin, “Heads.” It was. Then he to mine, “Heads.” It 
was. With beating heart | watched him spin the half-crown aud 
cach it, © Wome,” Leried, trautically, Zt was a“ head.” 

* * * * * * 

It was late ere at last I pulled myself together. Jubbinson had 
Jong since departed to the sceue of his triumph, and I—why, 
What's that, Aéx voice?) Yos, it was he, come back to taunt me with 
his victory. “Curse you!” ] roared. “How dare you show your 
ace here again?” 

But Jubbinson held out his hand. “Snagshy, old chap,” he 
vid, sheepishly, “we've both been t couple of fools. Sho—she's 
oH ongen to Briggsby for over a year, and it’s coming off 
Bit’ Thoth, 

Jubbinson and Tare better friends than ever, and frequently 

vngraculate each other heartily on our escape, 

Sa 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. $2.—NORMA NEVILLE. 

THE Lmpire’s tottering to its 

base; (place: 
The Troevs an unat-troe-tive 
The *Lhambra Chief, with 

boding dread, 
Begins to scratch his Hollings- 

head. (the great 
Perchance, ere Jong, we'll see 
Pavilion doomed to lion's fate; 
And titoli creature seeks the 

Tir, SPrae L 
For Norma Neville’s at the 


tank weeds in Corent Garden 
Lrows 

No big beau peeps at Little Bo. 

The vast Saroy's a voyd; and 
pore 

Dear Vivde'sall tearsonce more. 

Oue could not sorrowing Boosey 
blame 

Were he to justify his name, 

And Johnnie Lart is Prince of 
Wails, [regales ; 


% \ | = While Irving now on shrimps 

i es ae For who to othershows ean give 

‘ Lie A thought while Norma's at 
‘gi the “ Frév,” ? 


Amongst the unemploved, each morn, 
Who stand on Tower Hill forlorn, 


my You Wyndham, Edouin, Hare may Ree, 
i And Penley, Chudleizh, Sedger, Tree, 


With many another Thespian king : 
And thus their doleful plaint they sing : 
“We cannot live. we cannot live. 
While Norma Neville’s at the ‘720.2 


| 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. | 


—~—- 


THE Rectory, WHITECHAPEL, E., Junuary 9, 1893. 
MY DEAR S1R,—Wlease accept my very warmest thanks for the 
Twenty Half-crown Tickets which your representative left here 
this morning. They will be a very great boon to many of our 
deserving poor, You may rely upon their being distributed with 
caution and care, With all good wishes for the New Year, vours 
very faithfully, ERNEST A, B. SAUNDERS 
(Rector of Whitechapel). 


St, PETER's VICARAGE, ASHBY STREET, CLERKENWELL, E.C., 
January VW, 1s 
MY DEAR Sin,—Your most welcome gift of Tickets for the poor 
of my parish has just arrived, Many thanks. These gifts will 
bring comfort int6 many a home this winter-time. [am appalled 
at the destitution [| meet with in this my first winter in London, 
and feel that a personal favour has been conferred on me in giving 
me the means of helping an additional twenty-tive of my poor—l 
am, dear sir, very gratefully yours, W.H. GRIFFITHS, 


St. JUDE'S VICARAGE, SOUTHWARK, S.E., January 14, 1893. 
DEAR Sin,—Twenty Relief Tickets have just been left with me 
for distribution, L will see that they shall go only into right 
hands. Thanking you for your kindness to my poor feotles 
believe me, yours faithfully, JOHN W. PITCHFORD 
(Vicar of St. Jude's, Southwark ). 


SLOPER'’S VAGARIES. 
No. H9.—le Goes IN RATHER HEAVILY FoR SPIRITS, 
To Tweedle D, Re Viewer de Viewer 
The yearning Fossil came, and said, 
“Canst thou this soul of mine inure 
To hold communion with the dead? 
Canst thou etherealise this fist 
So much that, when [ grasp my quill, 
The dead shall move it as they list?” 
And St**d replied, “IL can! 1 will!” 


Long, long A. SLOPER longed in vain 
For spirits from the Spirit Land 

To mingle with his soul and brain, 
And lightly, with his willing hand, 

To earthly friends their wishes tell, 
But ona time—oh, precious boon !— 

The mystic Intluence on him fell, 
And he into a deathly swoon ! 


Anon, recovering from his trance, 
He knew his hand hid moved; and threw 
n cream-laid note a fearfut glance, 
The spirit-writing there to view, 
And SLOPER’sS wonder knew no bounds 
When on a score his eyes did rest 
Of 1.0.U.’s—each sum five pounds— 
To twenty different gents addressed. 
But what was still more strange, and what 
Made SLOPER think the ghosts unkind, 
Was that the ghosts to all the lot 
Had SLOPER'’s name and surname signed. 


The Fossil felt in duty bound 
At its addresaee's house to land 
Each note; and, lo! a hundred pound 
Was placed in his reluctant hahd ; 
A hundred pound, which soon the Mound 
(Who never makes the least pretence 
To more than human nature) found 
Had dwindled to a hundred pence. 


And now those gents (whose souls of clay 
To heights spiritual eannot reach) 
Intend to make our Medium pay 
(By law) a five-pound note to each ! 
But SLOPER, in a fearless way, 
Will fight the case upon its merits; 
For why on earth should SLOPER pay 
The 1.0.U.’s he wrote for spirits? 
nn 
ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £157 9s. Tad, 
SINCE RECEIVED: — ALLY SLOPER, Esq.. F.O.M. (weekly donation), £1; 
TOW. CRage, £1 1s. JV > PAUL VA TINK, £11 4 
PON IL. Goop 7; ARTHUR SELI 3 K. ff. 
. Cl is.; W. b 3 ERNEY SUMME 58.3; SUIRLEY 
Huvson, 10s.; * PRETORIA,” 108.5 A-LOMUM, 38.5 “Bren Mono,” £1 Is, 
Making a total received up to January 10th, 1893, £164 16s, 74d. 


TOMMIE-O’-TILE. 
TOMMIE-O'-TILE from his hayloft came forth, 
And he looked at the stars in the South and the North, 
And he rapidly read in the book of the sky 
That the hour of his tryst with his lady was nigh, 
So, with love-lightened footsteps, he trotted apace, 
Through the shadows of night, to the sacrosanet plaice 
On a low stable roof, where, with amorous smile, 
Waited Kitty Grymalkyn for Tommie-o'-Tile, 
Tommie-o'-Tile on his marrowbones dropped, 
And the fatesladen question to Kitty he popped, 
“Oh, Kitty! my Kitty! ifaught upon earth 
1 despise, it’s that foe to enjoyment and mirth, 
That contemptible creature, who, cra ving no wife, 
As acranky old bachelor crawleth through life; 
So be mine, gentle Kitty ! and bask in the smile— 
And go halves with the cat's-meat—of Tommie-o-Tile 1” 
Tommie-o'-Tile, as he caterwanled thus, 
Was o’erheard by a crusty old bachelor cuss 
Tn a garret above him, and swish through the night 
Came a boot-jack, projected with venomous might ! 
At the feet of his Indy the gallant fell dead ! 
And [think that all bachelors, vearning to wed, 
Will renounce the mad wish, if they'll ponder awhile 
On the pitiful fate of poor Tommie-v'-Tile ? 

eps 


NAUTICAL ITEM. 

It’s really wonderful how affectionate and lovable is the good 
old British tar. SLOPER knows of one who is most curiously 
tattooed, When he last elasped his Naney to his heart before he 
sailed away to the Southern seas, he did it so bally hard, that the 
buttons of her new saucy jacket were actually buried in his skin. 
Is them button-marks that he's had tatooced: and hang me if 
he don't go about like a spotted boy growed ont of all knowledge, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Was “The Children of the Ghetto” produced by means of 
u-Zang will pens, or by means of using steel ones? 

“IT's all very well to talk about “ London Day by Day,” but, in 
the foggy season, it’s too often “London Night by Day.” 

TENNYsON’S Mand was reputed to have “but fed on the roses of 
life.” She must have trusted for sustenance toa gar-dinner, 

WHAT train is it that runs on four different lines ?—A qua-train, 

A Poet Born: Swin-born, 

He who won't pay his tradesmen for articles purchased is a 
goods-for-nothing person, 

WHAT'S amiss with Charlie Morritt’s Missing Lady? Nothing; 
vuly ‘uwili be a sad miss if you miss it. 
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SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. _ 
THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

GEORGE SMITH'S account of his accumulation of bullion had 
hardly the effect he expected. To him woo had never seen such 
ataass of wealth before it 
appeared enormous, ‘To 
sluvy it was only a little 
more than the drawings 
for one week's butter on 
the paternal farm. Natu- 
rally the sum did not ime 
press her, and there was 
tundoubtedly some | evi- 
dence of her scorn of the 
sum in her voice as she re- 
peated— 

“Six pounds seven shil- 
lines and sixpence !” 
Yes; but it will be 
greater ere long, Mary,’ 
stid George Smith,as with 
longing arms stretched 
out he once more endea- 
vonred to embrace her, 

“Tis not) enough to 
warrant you being too for- 
ward, must maintain 
my self-respect. | love 
you, George, but vou must 
wait, The driver of a 
show is not fit to be my 
nite,” 

“Twill strive to better 
my position.” 

“Do so, George, do so, 
You have my best wishes, 
And now farewell; 1 must 
wway,or Lmay be missed.” 

And with aostately wave of the hand she turned towards her 
home, while George Smith slunk home disconsolate over the 
unsatisfactory nature of his long-looked-forward-to interview, 


A stately wave of ber Land. 


* * * *. cl * 

Mary's remark to George Smith in regard to the fat man had 
Jmphunted a seed of envy into his mind. The more he thought of 
the remark the bigger that seed grew, Before the interview with 
his loved one he was content with his situation, but since then he 
had thought it over, and he discovered the disadvantage under 
which he laboured. For one thing in the character of a crocodile, 
he had a feeling that he was wholly anonymous: he lacked 
identity, as it were. The fat man, when he appeared before the 
public, appeared in his own character, and was applauded in his 
own proper person ; but he, George Somers, had no such satisfie- 
tion, He was a crocodile; and had he ventured to make a few 
remarks to the audience, in order to gain their favour, his action 
would, in all probability, have been provocative of half-bricks and 
a free fight. George felt that he was heavily handicapped in this 
matter, and it saddened 
him toa very consider- 
able extent, 

From on finanesal 
point of view he also 
was asufferer, The fat 
man had the privilege, 
at the close of his pube 
jic appearance, of mine 
gling with the audience 
to shake hands with 
them, and to take upa 
collection from those 
who were imelined to 
contribute. George had 
hinted that) such oa 
privilege might be nac- 
corded him, but) Mr. 
Harmon declared that 
it would be wholts ins 
artistic and quit) with- 
out 2 precede A 
croeedile had certainly 
in foreign lands, been’ 
viewed as a religious 
institution, bat it had 
never taken upacollee- 
tion, Ithad no pockets, 
and couldn't want poe- 
ket-money ; besides, it 
would makea crocodile 
too cheap to be walking 
famely round inacrowd 
and allowing the public 
lo investigate its anat- 
omy. So George's proposal was ignored. 

sut to the enterprising all things are possible, George had for 
some time noticed, as he donned the crocodile’s skin, that it was 
becoming a tight tit. At first he had to wear two or three suits of 
clothes to fill it up. but gradually suit after suit had to be discarded, 
and of late an outfit of pyjamas was all that he could crowd into 
the encasement, 

George recognised that he was getting stouter, and the fact 
aroused a new hope in his breast. The rich feeding and the com- 
paratively inactive life which he led was bearing fruit, and George 
Smith, with much satisfaction, realised that he had a tendency to 
the development of adipose tissue.and that with industry he might 
yet oVercome the disabilities under whieh he laboured. With 
renewed energy hedevoted himself tothe savoury rabbit stews and 
other pleasing and nourishing dishes provided for the company, 
and with the most gratityieg results, and in course of a few 
months it required the combined exertions of the whole staff to 


Shrunk home discunsolate, 


A weighty expedient. 


lace him up into his disgnise, and ere another month had passed, 
the fat min and fat woman had te sit on the shin in order te 
set the flaps to mect while the lacing operation was being accom 


plished, = 
(10 be continued neag we. a] 


— 


ce 


 — 
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24 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 291. Mn. FRED LATHAM, F.O.S, 


“Tt is with an exceptionally keen sense of pleasure that we are 
enabled to include in our ‘Gallery’ the portrait of the talented 


knight's manager, first mate, 
1 good right hand, Our he le his first appearance on this 
"< stage as infant, playing the role with considerable 
realism. His elocution was admitted on all hands to be grand, 
whilst the next-door neighbours were much affected by the 
power and quality of his voice, Years passed, and he grew in age 
and beanty, and, Joining a travelling company, played the Prince 
of De k to numerous bucolic audiences, who presented him 
kens of appreciation in the shape of brickbats and 
f virtu, which our hero still carefully preserves, 
wever, that his talents were wasted in the country, 
te Londen, and thr n his fortunes with the genial 
Gus, who, however, having no ney then in his cast, appointed 
our hero to the position of ac “# manager, which he filled with 
so much distinction, that his chief utterly refused to hearken to 
% his entreaties to be given a part when the opportunity offered. 


antic enterprises, the theatri 


i er 


| Famous for his courtesy, he can send ALLY a row of stalls or 
| refuse a dress circle ticket to a ballet-girl’s mother without 
ed giving offence, whilst his wonderful business capacity makes him 
* invaluable, Chiefly because hes Gussy’s aide-le-camp he was 


create] F.O.8., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 
him November 19, 1892."— Debrett Improved. 


=i 


“We understand that Professor Mallet, It.A., has been com- 
missioned to execute a bust of the Eminent.” 


7 4 
a TEA AND SCANDAL. 
, Visitor. Well, I think she's the funniest-looking woman I ever 


saw. Hostess (sweetly). Well, Lean hardly say that. 


te 
We star. eC 


Artist, My latest picture —* Joshua commanding the sun toe 
stant still.” Tutron, Wm! Yer ain't put anything to show 
which on ‘em is ‘i3 son, ‘ave yer? 


5 i London : Printed by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, January 21, 1893. 


A WEIGHTY MATTER. 


ALL THE COMFORTS OF A HOME. 


Now then, Maria, shut the windowsh—lic—and come 
to bed, 


Edith, Is it safe for us to go all over the ire? 
Jeeman, For you two young ladies, yes, miss; but Tean't answer for that ‘ere chap. We ain't tried the ice 
for more than eighteen stun, 


© Please, sir, missus says as how we're froze out, and thisis 
all the water you can have for your bath.” 


GOOD ADVICE WASTED. J 


(@) \ 


edge of the ice, as far apart as possible, in order to distribute the weight equally, 
you understand. (5) Then draw a long breath and wait for assistance, which in 
these days of fast railway travelling and telegraphs cannot be long in arriving. — 
(6) Should more than half an hour pass without the expected succour coming—— 
Great Scott! the fool's taken himself off without hearing the rest of my advice ! 
The rashness of some idiots is simply amazing—dashed if it isn't! ’ 


(1) Rounder, Dangerous? Pooh! Nonsense! People simply get drowned for want 
of presence of mind, when they need not get more tharra wetting. (2) You see, 
the main thing to bear in mind—— Crasli! crasin!——(3) Crash}! Now, ina case 
like this, for instance, some folks would feel quite agitated —scared, as you may say ; 
but there's no occasion for excitement.—(4) All you have to do is to lie perfectly 
still on your back, the tips of the fingers and the heels of the boots resting on the 


AN GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. MISUNDERSTOOC. 


ICE PROCEEDING. 


— 


ee 


_ 


People do ig asarnile, relish being taken down be- 
fore company; but Dora didn’t object in the least when 
the Captain took her off: for Tom, who took her on, 
made himself so conspicuous, 


Why, T see her 
You ain't 


“Yon're snre it was her?" “ Lor’. ves! 
as plain as I see you.” “ Plain as me, indeed! 
no such beauty if it comes to that.” 


| 
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